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Fell For You 


David in hospital with a broken foot. Appears cheerful Dont bother coming out. We'll be home tomorrow. 


Dave stared at his phone, his eyes misted with tears. Somewhere, halfway around the world, his beautiful 
lover was sitting in a hospital. With a broken foot, no less. 


It was just twelve short months since Dave had crashed from the stage and snapped his fibula. He could stil 
feel it on cold days, the wound aching gently as a constant reminder of that fateful moment. If he pressed 
hard enough, he could feel the wafer thin plate that held his bones together. He remembered how panicked 
David had been in the initial hours after it had happened. Dave remembered the tears and the fear and the 
memories of hospitals past. And now, somewhere in the world, David was sitting in one while he waited to have 


his own plaster cast fitted. 
Dont bother coming out. 
Those four words, written by David's assistant, broke Dave's heart. He wanted to go and scoop his baby up 


and carry him home. He wanted to kiss him and hold him and tell him that the pain was temporary. And, 
knowing David, there would be a lot of pain. David didn't take painkillers, not even for the migraines that Dave 


knew he gave the older man. 


Trying to take his mind off of whatever had occurred thousands of miles away, Dave looked around the 
apartment. A quick glance would tell any visitor that David wasn't home. Dirty plates were stacked on the work 
surface. There was a smattering of cat food around the bowls. Clothes had been discarded wherever Dave 


chose to shed them and the last person to change the bath towels and bed linen had been David. 


With a heavy heart, Dave set about tidying the apartment. He loaded the dishwasher and swept the floors. He 
stripped the bed and tossed all his clothes into the machine along with the dirty linen He cleaned the bathroom 
until the tiles glistened. Finally, he made his way down to the garage and started to dig around in the 
snowdrifts of junk that had taken over. 


The previous year was still fresh and raw in Dave's mind. The broken leg had nearly pulled David and himself 
apart. Hospitals, doctors, and surgeries weren't David's favourite places, not after all the physical abuse he'd 
undergone, and the thought of accompanying Dave to such places had driven him crazy. Dave admitted that he 
hadn't helped, demanding that David spend every waking moment beside him as they shuttled between one 
white, surgical smelling building to another. The older man had become distant and withdrawn until, one night, 
his tears and fears had spilled over and his strength had crumbled. For two long weeks, he'd done nothing but 
live in Dave's shadow as they'd tried to get the front man fixed and back on the road. For two long weeks, he'd 
held himself together until he could take it no more. Dave could still feel the heartbreak as he'd held the older 


man and listened to his pained crying. 


Dave grinned triumphantly as he pulled the little knee scooter from behind a pile of flight cases. The Access 
All Areas pass was still tangled around the handlebars but Dave left it as it was. He carried it upstairs and 


proudly placed it in the living area before returning to the bedroom. 


Carefully, he made the bed and added extra pillows to the centre. He left bottles of water, a new book, and a 
phone charger on David's side, along with a little silver hand bell that had been given to him after his own 
accident. Back then, he'd used it to summon David for sex before the older man had taken the ringer out. He'd 
made sure to fix it once it was no longer needed. Dave knew that David wouldn't use it for such things, more 


than likely calling Dave if he needed anything. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, Dave stared at nothing in particular. He felt empty and sad, worried about what 
might be coming home to him. He knew that it would be David but it was a broken David, a man who would 
have been inside a hospital. A man who was travelling the world with the man who'd abused him and put him 
into such stark environments once before. How would David be on his return? Would he be happy to see Dave? 


Or would he associate the dark haired man with pain and broken bones rather than the safe home that Dave 
had helped to create? 


He idly chewed on a hangnail as he let his eyes drift around the bedroom that he shared with David. For the 
past few weeks, it had been big and empty with the cats being his only company. He'd begged David to allow 
him to go on tour. But the older man had shot him down, telling Dave that someone needed to stay at the 
shop. Besides, David had needed to do something by himself. He'd needed to go out alone and rediscover how he 


was without Dave constantly tagging along. 


Dave wasn't going to lie. David turning him down for the tour had hurt more than anything else. It had broken 
Dave's heart but he'd refused to let it show. David needed that time away from them and he had been good 
on his promise to call every day. And he'd sent postcards from every place they'd stopped. More than 
anything else, Dave wanted David to be happy and if that meant going on tour with the man who'd spent thirty 
years abusing him then so be it. But Dave could be sad about it if he wanted. 


He could also be scared and angry. What if Mustaine convinced David that he was better than Grohl? What if 
Mustaine tried to worm his way back in to David's life in ways other than Megadeth? 


What if.. 


Dave felt a chill settle over him and his shoulders tightened. His eyes moved to the photograph that David 
kept on his side of the bed. It was from their wedding day, both of them glowing with the love that they 
obviously felt for one another. Even from the end of the bed, Dave could see the sparkle that rarely left 


David's eyes. 


What if Mustaine had caused David's injury? Mustaine obviously had a history of hurting David so it wasn't 
outside the realms of possibility that he'd deliberately injured the bass player. 


Dave was exhausted by the time morning came. His fears for David and how the accident had happened were 
far greater than he believed they could be. Images of David and Mustaine had taunted him through the night. 
He'd seen them naked and tangled together on a bed, laughing and happy at their new found relationship. He'd 
seen David returning and giving him the stone cold glare of a man who was going to pack up and leave. He'd 


seen their divorce papers with David's name angrily scratched at the bottom. 


His tears had burned his cheeks just as the pain had seared through his soul. David wouldn't leave him. They 
were happy together. Yet his mind played over every moment of the previous weeks, looking at them and 
analysing them for that one little thing that meant that David was leaving. Had David hung up the phone too 
hastily? Has he spoken too kindly of Mustaine? Had his handwriting on the postcards been a little illegible? 


Dragging himself from their marital bed, Dave tiredly washed and dressed himself. He fed the cats, picked up 
his keys, and began the drive to the airport. His heart was heavy and close to breaking. He needed to see 
David. Needed to feel the smaller man in his arms. Needed to hear those four little words. 


| love you, Grohl 
Dave stopped by the florist and picked up the largest bouquet of flowers that they had. He added a helium 


balloon as well as a stuffed toy cat holding a Get Well Soon banner. If David still loved him, Dave knew that the 


older man would roll his eyes and huff at Dave's extravagance before carefully accepting and examining every 


gift. He'd then loop an arm around Dave's neck and draw him down for a kiss as he tenderly exclaimed his love. 


The airport was busy and, unlike his own arrival back home, Dave knew that David would be coming alone. He'd 
flown in to New York on a commercial flight before making the connection to Minnesota Dave had debated 
having a private jet bring David home but he knew the reaction that would have caused. If David had fallen out 
of love with him, being escorted home on a private plane would have had the older man calling a divorce 


lawyer before he'd even left the hospital. No, it was best to let David make his own way home. 


Despite his heavy heart, Dave was eager to see his husband again. The love he held for the older man was one 
that would never burn out. It would live on through the years, etched in to the legacy they'd both created. 
Music, books, and the coffee house would carry their names long after they'd left the physical world 


He checked the arrivals board and noticed that David's flight had landed. Soon. Soon they would be reunited. He 
waited with baited breath, the flowers clutched close, as the doors between security and arrivals opened and 
closed. Travellers came from all over the world, their different accents and languages creating a patchwork 


that Dave loved so much. 


His eyes were firmly trained on the doors and finally his heart skipped a beat. There, leaning on a luggage 
trolley that contained his suitcases and a pair of crutches, was David. The older man looked dishevelled and 
tired and his attention definitely wasn't on the crowds of people eager to meet other travellers. Ducking 
beneath the barrier, Dave raced across the tiled floor and carefully stopped David. 


The bass player looked up and, for a second, Dave felt his heart drop as David looked straight through him. It 
took a couple of seconds before David's eyes focused and a wide smile broke his face. Leaning his broken side 
against the trolley, he reached out to Dave and pulled him close. Feeling his heart fill with love, Dave placed the 
flowers on top of David's rucksack and held the smaller man close. His hands were flat against David's back as 


he felt the other man's heart beat in time to his own 

‘I've missed you," David murmured. 

Dave felt himself almost explode with the love he was feeling. "Missed you, too. How you feelin'?" 

At that, David pulled away and gave him a tired smile. "I know how you felt last year." David sighed and 


lowered his head. "Dave, I'm so sorry that | acted so irrationally last year. I'm sorry that | put you in awkward 


positions." 


"Baby, you didn't do anything of the kind." He took David's face in his hands and stared down into sad, hazel 


eyes. "You were tired and scared, just like me. And your past was so raw. You acted in the way you saw fit.” 
"Even if | shouted at you?" 


Dave smiled softly and leaned in for another kiss. "Even if you shouted at me." 


He pulled away and grabbed David's crutches from the trolley. Giving them to the older man, Dave picked up 
the flowers, balloon, and toy and held them out. David looked at him, then to the flowers, and then back to 
Dave. As predicted, David huffed and rolled his eyes as he graciously accepted them. Carefully he examined the 
flowers before running his fingers over the little tabby cat. Finally, David pulled the foil balloon down to take a 


closer look. 

Dave held his breath while this little process played out before him. Eventually the small pile of gifts were 
placed back on the cart and David leaned on his good foot. He was smiling softly and love danced through his 
eyes. When David gestured him closer, Dave wrapped his arms around the smaller man and gratefully accepted 
the offered kiss. 

| love you, Grohl,” David murmured. 


"Always and forever?" Dave quietly asked, 


"Always and forever." 


